Let him go write of your foul treachery!
Fie, mannish women! Nay, by God, I lie!
Fie, fiendish spirit, for I dare well tell,
Though you walk here, your spirit is in Hell!

This messenger came from the king again,

And at the king's old mother's court did light,

And she was of this messenger full fain

To please him in whatever way she might.

He drank until his girdle was too tight,

He slept and snored and mumbled, drunken-wise,

All night, until the sun began to rise.

Again were his letters stolen, every one,
And others counterfeited, in this wise:
"The king commands his constable, anon,
On pain of hanging by the high justice,
That he shall suffer not, in any guise,
Constance within the kingdom to abide
Beyond three days and quarter of a tide.

"But in the ship wherein she came to strand
She and her infant son and all her gear
Shall be embarked and pushed out from the land,
And charge her that she never again come here/'
O Constance mine, well might your spirit fear,
And, sleeping, in your dream have great grievance
When Donegild arranged this ordinance.

This messenger, the morrow, when he woke,

Unto the castle held the nearest way,

And to the constable the letter took;

And when he'd read and learned what it did say,

Often he cried "Alas!" and "Welaway!

Lord Christ," quoth he, "how may this world en

dure?
So full of sin is many a bad creature.

"O mighty God, and is it then Thy will?
Since Thou art righteous Judge, how can it be
That innocence may suffer so much ill
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